400         THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
"Go to the devil! " Sekretov answered, turning livid,
and   he   tossed   off   the   glass   of   spirit   Kudynov   had^
complaisantly poured out.
" And who's that with the slanting eyes ? An adjutant ? "
Gregor asked Bogatiriev.
Covering   his   mouth   with   his   palm,   his   companion*
answered :
" No, that's Sekretov's adopted son. He brought him
back as a boy from Manchuria during the Japanese war,
He brought him up and sent him to a Junkers' Military
School, And the boy's made good ! He's a daring devil!
Yesterday he captured the Reds' treasury chests close to
Makeevka, He grabbed two millions in notes. Look, you
can see packets of it sticking out of all his pockets. The devil
struck it lucky ! An absolute treasure ! But drink up, what
are you staring about you for ? "
Kudynov made a speech in reply, but hardly anyone
listened to him. The carousal grew more and morefc
uncontrolled. Throwing off his jacket, Sekretov sat in his
waistcoat. His cleanshaven head glittered with sweat,
and his irreproachably spotless linen shirt more and more
set off his purpled face and almost olive-coloured, sunburnt
neck* Kudynov whispered something to him, but Sekretov
obstinately repeated without looking at him :
" No, excuse me ! But you must excuse me. We trust
you, but only in so far as .. , Your treachery will not quickly
be forgotten. Let all those who played about with the
Reds in the autumn engrave that on their memories. ..."
'* Well, but we in our turn shall serve you only in so far
as . . ." the intoxicated Gregor thought with cold fury."""
He rose to his feet.
Not putting on his cap, he went out on to the porch and,
with a feeling of relief, with all his lungs he breathed in the
fresh night air.
Down by the Don the frogs were tumultuous, and the water
beetles were grumpily humming, as before rain. On a spit
of sand snipe were calling to one another. Somewhere afar
off in the waterside reeds a foal which had lost its mother
was neighing in thin, long drawn out tones. " Bitter need
has betrothed you to us, otherwise we wouldn't have wanted,
so much as a smell of you. The accursed scum ! He swells
up like a farthing gingerbread, and reproaches us, and in a^